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(UNDER.CREDITS, MED, CLOSE SHOT EXT. 
FRONT DOOR OF HOUSE, A HOUSE IN A 
ROW OF HOUSES ALIKE AS PEAS eco 
UNATTACHED, FRAME, EACH WITH ITS 
LITTLE sACK GARDEN, BOLLY IN TO 
OF LOWER HALF OF DOOR, 
SHOWING BOTTLE OF MILK AND MORNING 
NEWSPAPER ) 


STEVE'S VOICE You start out with big 
ideas. You're going to be sanebody. 
Everything's going to be special. Then the 
law of averages goes to work, and you get 
pushed back into line. - And you find your 
day beginning, like most. of the rest of us, 
with a bottle of milk and a morning paper. 
(DOOR OPENS, ADELE APPEARS, BUT AS 
Avi S_FOCU ON MILK AND PAPER 
WE SEH ONLY LOWER PART OF HER, SHE 
REACHES DOWN, TAKES UP BOTTLE AND 


NEWSPAPER, DISAPPEARS INTO HOUSE 
AGAIN, DOOR CLOSING BEHIND HER) 


STEVE'S VOICE. That's how it started for 


the woman who lived in this house, But it 
didn't end that way. Because what she 
wanted was excitement. And when it came eo. 
well, that's what made the story, -- Ina 


moment, you'll see why. 


(COMMERCTAL) 


= Deo 
DISSOLVE TO CITY ROOM, LORRIE AT 
HER DESK, STEVE COMES IN FROM STREET, 
YAWNING, COPY BOY INTERCEPTS HIM, 
HANDS HIM SOM® TELETYPES) 
STEVE. Thanks, Phil. How about sone 
coffee? Black, 
(COPY BOY THUMBS 'OKAY',. SXITS. 
STEVE GLANCES CASUALLY AT TELETYPE 
SHEETS, YAWNS AGAIN. LORRI LOOKS 
AT HIM, THEN AT HER WRISTWATCH) 
LORRIE Why don't you invest in a good 


three dollar alarm clock? 


STEVE. And stay awake all night waiting 
for it to go off? 


LORRIE Be surprised at all the places 
you'd get to, On tines 


STEVE (RE TELETYPE) Hey. 
LORRIG What is it? 


SIEVE You remenber a character named 

Lloyd Keane? (SHE LOOKS PUZZLED) The 
swindler, the fast dollar boy, He ran that : 
phony bucket show on Canadian gold mine 
stock. 
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LORRIE Oh, that one, Sure{ He's paying 
five to ten years’ interest in state prison, 


isn't he? 


STEVE. Not any more, (HANDS HER TELETYPE) 
He took a walk, 


LORRIE (READS) “Authorities at Delsing 
Penitentiary ee, today announced the 
escape of Lloyd Keane eo." (LOOKS UP) 


He must buy his nerve wholesale, 


STEVE. He's just a bun with a shine and a 
good haircut. Who tried to cut corners 


and fell on his face, 


LORRIE (THOUGHTFULLY, RETURNING SHEET) 
Steve, where does a guy like that go to 
when he takes a walk? 


STEVE What's the difference? They'll 
pick hin upe 


LORRIE Sure about that? 


STEVE He hasn't got a chance, 
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LORRIE He wouldn’t have tried it if he 
didn't think so, 


SIEVE He didn't think they'd bust up his 
swindle, but they did. 


LORRIE What's the matter with you, you 
still asleep? That makes a noise like a 
lead. 


STEVE Quit being a journalist, 


(COPY Boy BRINGS COFFEE, STEVE 
_ HANDS HIM A COIN) 
Thanks, Phil, (SMELLS IT) Hum! 
(TO LORRIE) Want some? 


LORRIE. You drink it. You act like you 
need ite 


STEVZ Just because I don't agree with 


you? 


LORRIE Listen, Steve --=- you want something 
straight from the feedbox? See what you 
can do about finding Lloyd Keane, 


(STEVE ALMOST BURNS HIMSELF ON 
COFFEE ) 
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STEVE Hey, watch what you're sayings 


‘LORRIE I mean it. 
STEVE How? 


LORRIE How? ‘igure out where he'd go to, 


Old places, old friends, 


STEVE Sure, just where the cops'd go 
first, Smart - 


LORRIE Who else'd he turn to except 
people he: knew, He'll need money, clothes, 


a chance to lay LOW eee 


STEVE. ‘The last badge I had was junior 
Geman, and I was nine at the tine, No, 


thanks! Leave the sleuthing to the pros, 


LORRI®. Okay, ‘hen maybe I'11 take a crack 


at it, 
STEVE. Now, wait a minute! 


LORRI. Keane wasn't just a mug, sent up 
for knocking a guy over the head. He was 


flashy, had some charm eepe 


aie 

| STEVE & cheap crook, that's all, A 
deadbeat, who thought the world owed him 
a living. 


LORRIE All right, but the angle is in the 
people he'll probably go to for help. If 
you could run down the right one oe. (PICKS 
UP PHONE) 


STEVE. Who you calling? 


LORRIE (INTO PHONG) Get me Nellie, in 


files, please, 


STEVE. You're not going to look for any 


escaped prisoner. 


LORRIG. (INTO PHONE) Nellie, Lorrie Kilburn, 
Get me out the file on Lloyd Keane, will 
you, please? ‘that's right, K-e-arn-e,. And 
send it up on the chute, Thanks, (HANGS 
UP) One thing I renember is about a girl 
friend of his, who fainted at the trial. 


STEVE Yeah, Adele sanething-or-other, 
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LORRI. He might go there, 


STEVE. Maybe he will, But you won't, 


LORRIE No? (RISES) You stay here and 


drink your coffee, 
STEVE. ‘his is blackmail} 
LORRIE So all right, 


STEVE. Pirate! (SHOVED COFFEE IN HER HAND) 
Here! (PUTS ON HAT, TURNS) See you! 


(HE EXITS, SHE LAUGHS) 


(DISSOLVE TO KITCHEN OF THE REYNOLDS 
HOUSE, ARTHUR IS IMMERSED IN 
MORNING PAPER, DRINKING A CUP OF 
COFFEE. ESTABLISH, THEN ADELE 
COMES IN,’ ABOUT 31, GOOD LOOKING. 
HE DOESN'T NOTICE HER, SHE STIFLES 
A YAWN. THERE IS GLASS OF ORANGE 
JUICE ON COUNTER NEAR SINK, SHE 
DRINKS IT) 


ARTHUR (NOT LOOKING UP FROM PAPER) Paper 


says rain today. 


ADELE. Uh huh, 


ARTHUR. (PAUSE, STILL IN PAPER) President's 


going on the radio tonight. Gués he'll be 


on television, too, (SHE DOESN'T REPLY, SITS 
DOWN) Sleep well? 


~Gn 
ADELE. I don't know how, You were moving 
around again. 


ARTHUR. Sorry. It's this cold, 
ADELE. You'd better take something for it. 


(SHE BUTTERS PIECE OF TOAST, EATS 
DISINTERESTEDLY. PAUSE, AS HE 
READS) 


ARTHUR (TURNING PAGE) What are you going 
to do today, Dell? 


ADELE I'm running away with the garage 


Mane 
ARTHUR Uh huh, 
ADELE. Arthurs 


ARTHUR (STILL IMMERSED IN PAPER) Yes, 


dear? 
ADELE. Did you hear what I said? 
ARTHUR. What? 

tHE HASN'T ONCE LOOKED UP, SHE 


RISES ABRUPTLY) 
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ADELE. Honest{ Every morning, ‘The 
same questions, Why do you ask me «<= 


what do you think I'm going to do? 
ARTHUR ‘Now, Dell, I didn't mean to =~ 


ADELE Irene Stanhope will come in right 
after you leave, And we'll talk about the 
food prices. Then I'll clean the house, 
And then after lunch I'll go over to Irene, 
And we'll talk sono more about food, or 
maybe the Weldon's new baby, or why don't 
the petunias come out? After that, I'll 
start thinking about your dinner, 


ARTHUR What's the matter, you restless 
today, Dell? 


ADELE. Oh, no, I'm not restless, It's 
just it's the same thing, week after week, 
you get tired of it. I wish something'd 


happeng Just once. 


ARTHUR. (LOOKS AT CLOCK ON WALL) Hey == 
I'm late$ 
(HE HASTILY DRINKS RBST OF COFFEL, 
WIPES MOUTH WITH NAPKIN) 
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ADELE (SWEETLY) But you haven't finished 


your paper. 


ARTHUR. Haven't time. (HE RISES, BRUSHES 
CRUMBS OFF CLOTHES) Why don't you go 
downtown today? Stop in and see a movie? 


ADELE ‘hank you, Arthur, 


(HE LEANS OVER, GIVES HER A 
CURSORY PECK ON CHECK) 


ARTHUR. Goodbye, dear. 
ADELE ‘bye. 


(THEN RISES, GETTING TWO OR THREE 
HANDKERCHIGFS FROM PILE ON CABINET) 


Here, you'd better take some fresh 
handkerchiefs, With that cold, 


(SHE STUFFS THEM IN HIS COAT POCKET, 
HE HURRIES OUT INTO LIVING ROOM. A 
SECOND LATER, THE FRONT DOOR IS 
HEARD CLOSING. SHE SIGHS, DOWNS 
REST OF HER COFFEE, PUTS CUP AND 
SAUCER AND REST OF DIRTY DISHES IN 
SINK. FROM BROOM CLOSET SHE TAKES 
OUT VACUUM CLEANER AND OTHER 
CLEANING UTENSILS, SHE PLACES A 
DUST CLOTH AROUND HER HEAD AND GOES 
INTO rove ROOM, SHE BEGINS 
DUSTING WITHOUT ENTHUSIASM, 
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SHE UNLOCKS A CHINA CABINET, 
REVEALING A SERIES OF "GOOD" DISHES 
AND GLASSWARE. THIS HOLDS HER 
INTEREST A MOMENT AND SHE IS 
CAREFUL IN USING THE DUST CLOTH. 
THEN SHE LOCKS THE DOORS AND PUTS 
THE KEY ON SHELF OF THE BREAKFRONT) 


(SHE GOES BACK INTO KITCHEN, TO 
THE SINK AND IS THROWING SOAP 
POWDER OVER THE DISHES WHEN SHE 


HEARS THE SCREEN DOOR JUST OFF THE 
KITCHEN CLOSE ) 


ADELE. ‘that you, Irene? Hello ... Irene? 


(NO ANSWER, SHE'S A LITTLE PUZZLED. 
WIPES HANDS ON APRON AND MAKES THE 
SMALL TURN TO THE DOOR) 


Who is it? 


(SHE COMES FACE TO FACE WITH LLOYD, 
IN DARK SHIRT AND TROUSERS. SHE 
STOPS DEAD, ALMOST SCREANS IN HER 
FRIGHT, -Hi GRABS HER, PUTS A 
HAND OVER HER MOUTH) 

LLOYD. Dell eee it's MO eee Lloyd eacd 

(A BEAT. THEN HE TAKES HIS HAND AWAY 


CAREFULLY) I'm not going to hurt you, 
ADELE What --- what are you doing ‘here! 
LLOYD. I escaped. I came to you.-. I need 


holpe 
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